Innocent is beamy

The beauty is bounty

INCLINATION
Knows no God nor ghost nor fire nor fear,
Knows no, 'you1, nor T nor dear nor near,
No power nor captiousness nor motion,
Nor aspiration nor inspiration.
Neither ethnical nor prudence,
No receptivity nor 'ism',
Knows no enchant nor railius,
Objuscates none nor cleavages.
Dapples no more he on his bib,
No more smirk in his slumber seen,
No more his eyes in glimmer sheen,
Neither soft skin nor tender rib.
No need of woollen bonnet nor napkin,
No mackinthosh nor flammelette blicker,
No need of wicker basket nor cradle,
No need of woollen jersy nor nicker.